
Lord of all hopefulness, Lord of all joy, 
Whose trust, ever childlike, 
 no cares could destroy, 
Be there at our waking, and give us, we pray, 
Your bliss in our hearts, Lord, 
At the break of the day. 
Lord of all eagerness, Lord of all faith, 
Whose strong hands were skilled 
 at the plane and the lathe, 
Be there at our labours and give us, we pray, 
Your strength in our hearts, Lord, 
At the noon of the day.

Lord of all kindliness, Lord of all grace, 
Your hands swift to welcome, 
 Your arms to embrace. 
Be there at our homing, and give us, we pray, 
Your love in our hearts, Lord, 
At the eve of the day.
Lord of all gentleness, Lord of all calm, 
Whose voice is contentment, 
 whose presence is balm, 
Be there at our sleeping, and give us, we pray, 
Your peace in our hearts, Lord, 
At the end of the day.

Order of Service
MUSIC Phos Hilaron (trans. O Gladsome Light) 
 – composed by Owain Park, performed by The Gesualdo Six

 
 
 
WORDS Welcome & Prayer 
 – Reverend Stephen Johnson

HYMN Lord of All Hopefulness (Jan Struther) 
 – sung by the Choir of Ely Cathedral

WORDS Bible Reading    2 Corinthians 4:7-12 & 16-18  
 Address & Tribute 

POEM When I’m Gone 
 – read by Sarah Govett, June’s goddaughter

POEM When you meet someone deep in grief 
 – read by Vicki Martin, June’s daughter

 

WORDS Prayer

MUSIC In the Real Early Morning  (Jacob Collier)

WORDS Prayers of Commendation, 
 Committal & Final Blessing 

She is Gone (David Harkins) 
You can shed tears that she is gone 
Or you can smile because she has lived 
You can close your eyes and pray that she will come back 
Or you can open your eyes and see all that she has left 
Your heart can be empty because you can’t see her 
Or you can be full of the love that you shared 
You can turn your back on tomorrow and live yesterday 
Or you can be happy for tomorrow because of yesterday 
You can remember her and only that she is gone 
Or you can cherish her memory and let it live on 
You can cry and close your mind, be empty and turn your back 
Or you can do what she would want: smile, open your eyes, love and go on.

MUSIC Ruht wohl from JS Bach’s St. John Passion

In the real early morning, 
With the sun slowly rising, 
I was walking out slowly , 
Wandering free ... 
When out in the distance, 
Over the valley, 
I saw an old friend 
Waiting for me.

She was a young girl. 
She was an old soul – 
As fair as the ocean, 
Timeless and free. 
She was my mother. 
She was my daughter. 
She was my lover. 
She was everything 
   an old friend could be.

I said: 
It’s been such a long time 
Since we have spoken; 
There’s so much 
to say to you, 
I want you to know. 
I wish you could tell me 
All that you’ve seen here – 
But we haven’t got long now, 
For soon you’ll be fading. 
Soon I must go.

She said: 
You are a soldier. 

You are a father. 
You are a wise man. 
You are a friend. 
You were my first love – 
I won’t forget you. 
I’m walking beside you; 
I was here when you started, 
I’ll be here til the end.

And now it’s the evening; 
There’s a moon slowly rising. 
There isn’t much more that 
I wanted to know. 
And I am alone now; 
She isn’t beside me. 
But I feel no sorrow – 
And come tomorrow 
I’ll be on my way home.

When I come to the end of my journey 
And I travel my last weary mile 
Just forget if you can, that I ever frowned 
And remember only the smile  
Forget unkind words I have spoken 
Remember some good I have done 
Forget that I ever had heartache 
And remember I’ve had loads of fun  
Forget that I’ve stumbled and blundered 
And sometimes fell by the way 

Remember I have fought some hard battles 
And won, ere the close of the day  
Then forget to grieve for my going 
I would not have you sad for a day 
But in summer just gather some flowers 
And remember the place where I lay  
And come in the shade of evening 
When the sun paints the sky in the west 
Stand for a few moments beside me 
And remember only my best

O Light gladsome of the holy glory of the Immortal Father, 
the Heavenly, the Holy, the Blessed, O Jesus Christ, 
having come upon the setting of the sun, 
having seen the light of the evening, 
we praise the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit: God. 
Worthy it is at all times to praise Thee in joyful voices, 
O Son of God, Giver of Life, for which the world glorifies Thee.

Slip off your needs 
and set them by the door. 
Enter barefoot 
this darkened chapel 
hollowed by loss 
hallowed by sorrow 
its gray stone walls 
and floor. 

You, congregation 
of one 
are here to listen 
not to sing. 
Kneel in the back pew, 
make no sound, 
let the candles 
speak. 

Rest in peace, you sacred limbs, 
I shall weep for you no more, 
rest in peace, and bring me also to rest. 

The grave that is allotted to you 
and contains no further suffering, 
opens heaven for me and shuts off hell.



Holidays in Saint-Raphael, France – 
always full board at the Hotel Beau 
Sejour – were an annual tradition.

June Cynthia Bedford was born in Ipswich on 30th April 1926, to Ethel and Arthur – a younger sister for Pamela.

The family moved to Beeston, Nottingham during her childhood. 
June’s asthma meant she was not evacuated during the war, and 
her studies were disrupted – nevertheless she gained entrance to 
Nottingham University to study pharmacy.

She first met her future husband, Bernard Keat Martin, when trying to buy 
textbooks: he had already completed his degree, but refused to sell to her 
because ‘women should not study pharmacy!’

They married 25th January 1951.

They moved to Dorking where  
June set up her first pharmacy. 

She started to suffer from Crohn’s 
disease, undergoing a major 
operation by the Queen’s surgeon. 
Bowel issues were a source of 
frustration and embarrassment 
throughout her life.

Later pharmacies were in 
New Malden (below) and 
then Ascot (now Boots).

Important friends included Meg Roberts 
(above), gardener Tom (right), and 
Lionel Marney (below) – whose death 
was a huge blow for June. Meg’s son Paul 
was June’s godson, and Sarah Govett 
(Bernard’s cousin’s daughter) 
a goddaughter. June’s only remaining 
close ‘blood family’ are her niece and 
great-niece, Jacqueline and Zoe Cambell.

June’s MBE presentation in 2000 (attended by Vicki, above) was primarily 
as a result of her work for Ascot Day Centre and the Volunteer Bureau. 
She went on to initiate Day Care Plus, and to receive the prestigious Paul 
Harris Fellowship and Margarette Golding Award.

Bernard died in 2003.

June moved to St John’s Road in 
2013, where Vicki’s garden redesign 
has been much admired.

June Martin MBE died at home on 3rd July 2020

An invitation to join the 
Queen’s 90th birthday 
celebrations included 
a TV interview, in which 
June said her secret was 
“to keep active! You have to 
keep going!” And she did!

June’s chronic pancreatitis was diagnosed during a hospital stay in late 2019. 
Her return home came with a (totally true to character!) warning to her 

new live-in carer, Catherine Rawlinson: “If we are to live together, there will 
have to be some compromises!”  They however became close companions.

Both June 
and Bernard 

were keen 
gardeners; 

their Sunning 
Avenue 

garden was 
spectacular at 

Azalea time.

Their first child, John, died at one month 
old in 1963. This experience propelled 
June into voluntary work, something she 
was involved in until her death.

In 1966 Vicki was born, and immediately 
taken to Great Ormond Street Hospital for 
life-saving surgery. Bernard wanted no part 
in her care; the early years were challenging.


